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7 he Tragedy of fiamiet 

!■ The p oore aduanced makes friends of enemies, 

III | And hetheroo doth louc on fortune tend, 

" For who not needs, fhall neucr lacke a friend. 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

I j! D i redly feafons him his enemie. 

But orderly to end where I begunnc, 

Our willes and fates doe fo contrary runne. 

That our deuices ftill are ouerthrowne, 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends noneofourowne, 

Sorhinkc thou wilt no lecond husband wed. 

But die thy thoughts when thy firft Lord is dead. 

Qwe.Nor earth to me giue foode, nor heauen light, 

Sport and repofe lock from mee day' and night. 

To dcfperation turne my truft and hope. 

And Anchors cheere in prifon be my fcope. 

Each oppofite that blanckes the face ofioy, 

Meete what I would haue well, and it deftroy. 

Both hecrc and hence purfue me Jafting ftr'ife. 

If once I bee a widdow,eucrIbeawife. 

Ktng. Tis deepely fworne,fwe« Ieaue mee heare a while. 

My fpirits grow dull and faine I would beguyle 
The tedious day with fleepe, 

I Qftee. Sleepe rock thy braine. 

And neucr come mifcbancc betwixt vs twane. Exeunt, 

Ham, Maddam, how like you this play > 

£&ee. The Lady doth proteft too much me thinkes. 

H am. O but fiice’lekeepe her word. 

King. Haue you heard theargument ? is there no offence in’t? 
Ham. No.no, they do but icft,poyfon in ieft,no offence i th world 
Ktng. What do you call the play ? 

Ham. The Moufetrap,mary how tropically, this play is the Imag< 
Kamurthcr done in Vienna , Gonxagais the Dukes name , his wifi 
apttfta, you fhall feeahone, tis a knauifh peeceof worke,but whai 
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Ham. If fhe fliould 
brcakcic now 
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S! ¥,fthat y° ur maicft y and we fhall haue free fbules.it touches vs not, 
« the gauled lade winch, our withers arc vnwrung, This is one Lx 
! >ttnus. Nephew to the King. 

Enter Lucianus. 

Oph. You are as good as a Chorus my Lord. 

Klayn, I could interpret becwccneyou and your louc 
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Tr/tice cf Denmark. 


,uld fee thepuppits dallying, 


Ophe. You arekeene my Lord, you are kcene. 

}{am. It would coft you a groning to take off mine edge, 

Oph. Still better and worfe. ' , , 

H(:W» So you miftake your husbands. Beginne murthcrer, 
thy damnable faces and beging, come, the crokingRauen doth beU 

low forreuenge. . . ' I 

L W . Thoughts black, hands apt, drugges fit and time agreeing. 

Confident feafon els no creature feeing, 

Thou mixture rancke, of midnight weeds collected, 


feeing. 

With Hecats ban thrice blafted, thrice infected, 

Thy naturallmagicke, and dire property. 

On wholcfome life vfurps immediately. 

Ham. A poylons him i’th Garden for his eftate, his names 6 onxa- 
?o, the ftory is extant and written in very choice Italian, you fhall fei 
anon how the murtherer gets the louc of Gonxagoes wife. 

Oph. The King rifes. 

Quee. How fares my Lord ? 

P ol. Giue ore the play. 

Km. Giue me fome light, away. 

( Pol. Lights, lights, lights. Exeunt, all but Ham, ananoratto 

Ham. Why let the ftroken decre goe weepc, 

The Hart vngauled play, 

Forfbme unuft watch whilft (bme muft fleepe, 

Thus runnes the world away. Would not this fir and a fbrreft of-ea. 
thers, if the reft of my fortunes turne T urke with me, with prouinci- 
all ^ofes,on nay ra 7 .’d fhooes, get me a fellowfhip in a cty of players i 

Hora. Halfe a flaare. 

Ham, A whole one I. 

For thou doft know oh Damon Aeevc 
Tilis Re lime dimantled was 
Of hue himfelfc, and now raignes lieere 
Avery verypaiock. 

H era. You mighthaucrim’d. 

Ham. Ogood Horatio , He take the Ghofts word for a thoufant 
pound. Didftperceaue? 

H ora. Very well my Lord. 

H am- Vppon the talke of the poy foning. 

Hora. I did very well note him. 



